
A Pair of Sinner
BY A. ST. JOHN ADCOCX.

8he wan tho only daughter of a draper
who hud once been eminent aud was

now retired; he was a young ami pros-
petrous barrister, Her manner ar.d hab¬
its of thought were, perhaps, oyerfe-
11ned and affected; she was of a mor¬

bidly poetical lemporament, and looked
at life always through a prism of »cntl-
went, lie was unimaginative aud prac¬
tical
Jle haul all those sterner qualities she

lacked; Bho had all those dainty, tender
graccs he despised.until lie found them
In her. In a word, each was tho com¬

plement of the other.
Naturally, then, when they met they

loved; and she was too romantic and he
too matter-of-fact to believe In a long
engagement.
They had been two months married,

nnd but Just returned from the honey¬
moon, were seated cosily by the lire one
wild, wintry evening, when Mabel', In a

languishing mood of sentimental mel¬
ancholy, unburdened herself of a. tardy
confession. ,

it had really never occurred to her
during the rapture of their short en¬
gagement, t,ut once or twice before
since their marriage It had risen to her
Hps, but, fearing it might make a note
of discord ii» the harmony of their wed¬
ded lives, she had left it unspoken. It
was a trifle, no doubt; but hers was a

disposition that magnified trifles. She
/ouud a subtle JoyIn grief, as do all who
ure surfolted with happlnes?, and, un¬
der such circumstances, tin? sinalJnwsa
of the grief 1» no disadvantage.
"Are you sun*, Clarence," she asked

him. sighing, "that you really love me?"
"Absolutely, dearest."
"And you have never loved any one

but me?"
".Never.never.never!"
"And you will love me always?"
"Forever."
He yawned and looked at his watch.

They were half expecting a visitor.
"Something might happen to change

you." she perslsteu, dreamily.
"What could?"
"Suppose I had a secret In my life

which I had never revealed to you?"
She regarded him yearningly.
"What sort of a secret?"
"I always used to say. dear. that I

had told .you all about myself.every¬
thing;" that 1 Was keeping-nothing back
from you. 1 am so sorry!" Her eyes
grew misty with tears. "I did not "in¬
tend to deceive you. There Is one.only
one.event of my life 1 nave never men¬
tioned to you. I had forgotten--It until
lately. It is not much, perhaps, but I
ought not to hide anything from you,
ought I? It has been my one secret.
the one pase of my life I would rather
no one read "

"Well.and what is it?" he interrupt¬
ed. a little irritably.
She sank down on the rug beside him

In an attitude of supplication, and clasp¬
ed her arms about his knees.
"Don't look me at so coldly Clarence."

she pleaded. "Don't speak so harshly.
Say you will forgive me. dearest, l
know there should be no secrets between
us. but it Is such a little, little secret,
and I never meant to."
"No.no. Well.let me know what it

is."
"It overwhelmed me with shame. Oh

words cannot tell how deeply it humil¬
iated, me."
".My dear child, do calm yourself"

He laughed, but felt vaguely uneasy.
"It can't have been anything so very
awful."

J

"You will, not think I hesitated to tell
you sdoner because I. distrusted the
strength of your love.?"
"Of course not."

b«caui* 1 feared".she stifled a
little sob."you might scorn me, as that
heartless man did!"
"What heartless man?" he demanded

sharply. "Don't mystify 'me with all
this preamble. Mabel. Tell me th-
worst at once."
"And you will forgive me, dear, fur not

confiding.?"
.''°h' ,n0 It Is nothing: much.
I I be bound, lou -are tearing us both

Is'it?" ey iout oun niakins. What
"I will tell you. Clarence."
She drlrti her s, anil, reachlnr up

InL-lJ-1 'lanti UP°" h'S slloul<ier' carees-

"Dld you know. dear, that I or.ee u«ed
to write poetry?"

".Well, many hereon? do that-! It mdv
be foolish, but It Is not wicked "

"I wrote a, sreat Hm! or it. My «o!c-
ambition then was to be a poVess

w!lal 1 wr°te was love po-

"Addressed, I presume, to the heart¬
less'man. you just referred to?"
"Xo, dear. It was addressed to quite

Imaginary persons."
4

"Well, well! Yes?"
"And about six years ago. dear. I col-

published 1?,..".* lntU 'l and

lis'her^,l'le hl*a''"ess !nun was pub-

i, S,°' ?ihc !.wl'ber was exceedingly
work-"

tllou"'ht Vfr>" tUKfc'y or my

"Never mind the publisher. I am

a').i0Uii.t0 set to heartless man "

The book was published, and I saw-
only one review or it, and that.it was
in a paper called The Wrlter-Oh Olar
enre. it was cruel-cruel!'

"If that Is all."
"Ail: u humiliates me to think of It

even now. I remember every harrow¬
ing word of it. but I cannot.cannotbring myself to repeat thein."

1

"S"1'' :,7, J|y dear girl, whv on

fhisr you upset yourselt 'ii!«
"But think how I suffered! The nub-

i"111' disgrace! .These poems.' he
rote-oh. do not ask me what he said'"
^assure you, I won't."

l-n 'u°r..',""n"iS a,ttc'' 1 avo'ded all who
Kn u me. Such couteiniit.sueii rldl-
?u!«.'as, V"; i,,0Urru "!,on mt'that r<-

i. .,
(hcr'- ls an>' ninn 1 hate.ves

hole. Clarence!.it is he."
iKi m»y be quite liarmles.

h!m "" e 60rl oC as'"' " K0 only knew

"I withdrew the book Instantly and
burnt the entire edition.''

"If nil authors accepted thi-ir erlHc«'
verdict In the same spirit, that tn-m u-h'n
wrote about the hundred best authors
would have hud to tlx his total at lift v

ing at me."
° "'°rW was l:iu"h'

_-Tou little silly. I don't suppose even

A GREAT ADVANTAGE.

Ernstux.T. doan Ilk" (lo Iiokh, lila ribs fitlck out.lioi-fiu Dealer.Oh, dui'u whur you can ucralch mntchotw

a millionth part of the world Itneir. any¬
thing dbout It. Nobody reads ruviews
of booka-cxcept tho men who wrlty
themW .*.

"I could not r/gard It bo stoically,1
she sighed. "I cannot even now. You
do not oltogetber realUo my utter «k-R*
radatloni These babbling* of Incipient
Imbecility.' That was one of his
phrases."
She shuddered at the recollection of It.
.'By Jove! Of course, tho ben! of crit¬

ics ore not angels, but yours'mum hay*
been a." s.
"A heartless, heartless man!"
"If it had been a roan's book."
.'Ho may not have known I was a

woman." .

"You ore ton severe. No reviewer
criticises a book till liq has read the
title page."
"But I did not use my own name. I

wanted to ace if they would mistake my
work for thut of a man. I called It
.Heart Longings, by Hurpld Hansom';
but all my friends knew, bo that really
made no difference."
"Not a bit."
Ho hud grown suddenly thoughtful;

and spoke absently.
"You will forgive me, darling.won't

you?.for deceiving you?"
"Deceiving me?" ho asked.
"Well, for .seeming not to conflde In

you jnreservcdly."
Taklpg the chlldifh, pretty face be¬

tween hla hands, ho gazed down into
her dreamy, blue eyes, and laughed soft¬
ly to hini«elf.
"I.don't.know," lie eald.
"But. it was nothing acually wrong,Clarence," she cried, indignantly; then,

melting again, "i know.'dear, I ufod to
say all along tlut 1 hud concealed noth¬
ing from you. I hud told you. every¬
thing."

"I used to suy the same to you. didn't
I?"
"Yes."
"Well, coining to think ok it, T remem¬

ber I have a secret which I have never
disclosed to you. Ho. after all, we are
each as bad as the other."
She started and scanned his featurees

eagerly.
"You? A secret, Clarence?"
"Only a little one, like yours."
"But mine was no secret. I had for¬

gotten It," she protested. "Besides, mine
was nothing for which you could blame
me."
"I wish T could say that »>f mine."
"Clarence,", she sobbed, "you have

been deceiving me."
"No; I had forgotten all about it."
"Yon always said." she faltered, her

A USELESS QUESTION.

"What's do mattter, Bill? Doff chasln' ycr?"
1 :lll."Oh. no. Just takln' a little exercise fcr me health."

lips quivering, "you never, loved any girl
ur.ti! you met me."
"Now. I want you to make me n prom¬

ise: if 1 forgive you, you will forgive
me."
She hesitated.
"Toi me lirr»r. nil a'oout it."
"Do you prjn»sr?"\he insisted.
"Oil. Clarence, you can never be the

same to me again. I do hope it la noth¬
ing dreadful. What can it be? I.1."
"Do.you."
"Yes, yes, dear. I promise!" she said,

desperately. "Whatever U is, I love you,
and I must forgive you."
"You won't hate me?"-
"I could not." 11
She pressed her handkerchief t6 her

ey<
"I won't keep you in suspense," said

he. "We have both been sinners, anJ I
was th- worst of the two. I mu6t tell
you, then. Before I was not a successful
barrister I was .1 good for nothing young
scoundrel, with a very good opinion of
myself and a very bad one of every¬
body dye. I wa< .1 wicked young dog,
and did several scandalous things that
I am aahaxr.sd of now."
She caught her breath, and waited In

an agony 'of expectation. He seemed
very st-rions; and yet a baflilng smile
was nickering around the corners oC his
mouth.
"They wrr- :dl of the same description,

but I a:n sorry"on account of one In par¬
ticular."
"And that?"
"Well, b 'ir.g hard up. I used to earn

odd guineas in all manner of odd ways.
I was a lllppant,. self-satisfied brute,
and-" he paused, and pitting an arm
about h r. drew r.er closer to him. "I
have a heart now.you know I have,
sweetheart, don't yoU? But oncc upon
a time.you have promised to forgive
me. and not t hate me! In the days
when you published your book, I was."
"You.you.were.?"
"The h-artless man who reviewed It!"

.St. Pan's.

Ilrltr* off!row Acenrjr I'o.irdInjj School*
The Indian girls of the Crow ngoicy

boarding school, in Montana, nave a

soiree.dunsante the other evening and
the following girls were present: Clara
.Spotted-Horse, Kdith Long-Ear, Kittle
Me.liein'e Tail. Lena Old-P.ear, Clara
Bull-Nose. Blanche Little-Star, Nellie

. .

.. V-ta.
Shcll-'on-tlie-Nock. Mary Old-Jack,TWr-
tha fkiU-Vouth, Kntlo Dreamer, Fanny
l»l«jrt*.BUItel,niM.B<!Ml« Crooked-Ann,
Martha Wng-Nock. Isabel!,unch, Ploy '

ItJlSF-Wolf. Alice Shoots-as-Bhis-doei,
Slillla WOK-HoUse, Lucy Hawks, Bea¬
trice Btada-on-AliKle, Susie Bear-Lays-
Dotvn. Louisa Three-Wolves, Anna
Moalclne-PIl*. Maggie Broken-Ankle.
Ruth Bear-ln-thc* Middle. Helen
CflaiM-but-of-Pog, Sarah Throe-Irons,
Ida i Wrinkle-Face, Jemle Flai-IIcad-
Womnn, Lottie Urand-inoth«r's-Knlfe,
KiUhttr Knows-Hef-dun, Minnie N'O'lfi-
at.Bo.ir an t Daisy Young-Heifer..Chi¬
cago Tribune,

¦ lr lliiil 'Kin.
Chicago Bally News: "Dreami are

such fun!" atkld the girl In the Russian
blouse. "I read u l'rsnch utory the oth¬
er day."
'The sequence of four thought*."

broke In Howell Van Rensselaer alb-
bon, Irritably/ "In one of those things
you hear nbout. I know you were a

kangaroo In a previous Incarnation,you
lump around no."
"I was merely going to adorn iny tale

anil point a moral," objected the girl.
"And I wasn't an ugly old kangaroo at
all; I iv«» n patient, crawllnn worm,

trlipmed with pink stripes.that is the
reaioii I accept your brutal remarks
vrlth auch sweet docility."
"Excune me," said Howell, In a sub¬

dued tone.
"The story." went on the girl, "was

that of tho Bleeping beauty with a new
ending. When the princess wolte up
sh« usked her prince what she would
gain by arising and going forth In the
world. He told her of (he power and
riches, beautiful clothes and bonbons,
estates and palaces and of his devotion,
all of which she would have. The prin¬
cess considered tho matter for a mo-
mint. 'Well,' she said, '1 have been
dreaming for one hundred years nnil
In my dreams I have enjoyed such ex¬
quisite gowns, such dellcloua foods,such
magnlOcent' palaces, gems and music
lover that realty, you knoiv. I don't
think 1 could better myself, thank you,
no plesse go away and let me go to
deep again, and the wise princess turn¬
ed her head away from her surprised
suitor and dropped off Into slumber."
Howell looked Interested In spite of

himself. "Reckless young thing!" he
murmured. "Didn't she have any notion
she was spoiling a aood story and
ruining a lot of publishers?"

"Well, anyhow," said the girl in tiie
Russlau blouse, with unanswerable log¬
ic, "she knew It was more fun to
dream than to stay awake. I am al¬
ways sorry for people whose livers are
to correct they never dream. Xoiv 1
have the best time enjoying my ridicu¬
lous nightmares. Tho other night I
thought II rs. Banker came to show me

a lot of neiv jewelry some one had
glOen her. There were brooches and
pendants and corsage ornaments ga¬
lore and every one was In the shape of
a narrow crescent set in diamonds.
There must have been a dozen of these
ornaments and they did not vary from
each other bf.* a hair's breadth. The fun¬
ny part of It was that neither she noi
I seemed to be the least surprised ov

objected to the sameness: We' thought
it was the loveliest thing that ever

happened. Imagine a woman decked
out In a dozen diamond crescents, all In
a row!"

"I had a dream which will beat that."
said Howell. "You know these rollers
they have on wrapping counters in
stores on which the big sheets of
brown paper are wound up and unroll¬
ed by the girls who do up bundles? I
thoupht I was hurriedly going through
an office building when I came to three
or four of these fastened one above the
other to the wall. An extremely fat lit¬
tle girl came along and In a business¬
like way inserted her head in one of
these paper rollers, much as the laun¬
dress puts the edge of a table-cloth in
the wringer. The fat plrl gave a crank
ri twist and rolled herself through all
four rollers, coming out at the top. not
Hat. but considerably thinner. She
walked off with a sprightly step. 'Oh,'
said a man who stood near, 'you need
not look surprised. She does that three
times a day, otherwise she would be so

fat she couldn't get around.' 'Oh. T see,'
I said, perfectly satisfied. 'What a clev¬
er idea!* It seemed a perfectly natural
explanation, tco."
"You can have an extra lump of su¬

gar for that." said the girl In the Rus¬
sian blouse, ns she poured the tea.

Ax(lirCtilcn;nnii rtrnll.
"Have you noticed that New Yorks*

select circle has been cut down from
.100 to 75?" asked the returned Chl-
cagoan.
Of course It had been noticed.
"Well, if you ever go to Now York,"

vreiw on th" Ch!cagoan,"you cannot fall
to' notice that the smaller the circle of
the very elect nmy be the greater the
number of. people you will meet who
belong to it.".Chicago Post.

Tlir f'rovrrli l)l«prov«Ml.
Notwithstanding the fact that he has

..become something of a rolling stone, the
single-standard people will crtlcise
many of Mr. Wolcott's Bllver arguments
as slightly moss-grown..Washington
Star.

Knl n Helpful Dirt.
If the Cubans were a race of goats and

could thrive on paper, the resolutions
of sympathy sent thither might do some
good..Indianapolis Journal.

A Tr«t uf Snlir'rly.
No man who cannot pronounce

^'chrysanthemum" glibly will be allow¬
ed to ride In tho Uoston street ears sifter
this. Advaiu.'f. pafsflpngers. and give the
countersign!.Boston Globe.

Ill* t',\|l"rlrlii.'r,
"I.bellevo they claim there la less son-

HlttkiVsg now than there used to be."
VThen I niuHt have had nil of It." said

the returned voyajr-r..Chicago Post.

Jlorr NnMsfurHiry.
Mlns Wabash (of Chleugo).Ko youkeep boarders, do you'.'
Miss Beacon hill (of Boston).No, In-

deed! \\v merely have a few remu-
iterative guests..Chicago News.

ISnil .1 inli;oiiirtiif Attyw y.
A Philadelphia school principal has

boon dismissed fur Ulajlng the teachers,
lie probably skipped the ugly ones,.
Washington Porfu

FRENCH AFTERNOON QOWN FROM HARPER'S BAZAR

Many of the gowns this winter havo
hern made more simply than for somo

years, and waists cut high in the
throat and long In the sleeves have
been conslderd very'smart for small
and Informal dinners. The materials
used, however, arc of the handsomest
and the trimmings quite as elaborate
ns any used for the low-cut gowns. A
smart little gown of crepe de Chin© is
made with long graceful lines. The
body of the waist Is either of the crepe
laid In soft folds or can be of moussel-
ine de sole, and there Is a-bolero jacket
which is outlined with bands of iride¬
scent paillettes of a harmonizing color.
The sleeves are unllned and made all In

THE COUNTRY CORRESPONDENT.
lie CiliiQ* to Prialtur l'rlnclplf* anil Tell*

IIU fetory Plain mill frnr*
Yes. the reporter makes the paper,

says William Hopkins In the Journal¬
ist. The editor makes it over again,
ifter him. The reporter's eyes look
upon the actual incident of news, with
ill Its graphic, ond sometimes gro-
..sque, surroundings.
The editor's vision beholds ofily''the

.cene as depleted for tho reader's pc-
unal. There Is often a wide dlscrep-
mcy between these two points of view.
The blue pencil bridges the chasm.
Tho country correspondent at present

is the most picturesque character upon
the Journalistic boards. All other posi¬
tions have become more or less mechan¬
ical. and are intiuenced In some meas¬
ure by the trappings of trade and com¬
merce. Not to with the man who la
"covering a district." lie etlll clings to
pristine principles. He tells his story
plain and true. You cannot mistake his
meaning.

lie loads on the telegraph tolls tc say
that "the bank kept a deposit book on
which were entered the deposits from
the deposit slips by depositors!" "The
glee club sang, and the gymnasium
class gave a gymnastic exhibition." He
desires to make clear that the gym¬
nasts were not musical.
"Miss Rosle Lee was visiting at the

home of friends".an .Insinuation that
the good girl haf? some enemies whom
she does not visit.
Then funerals and weddings nre al¬

ways "attended by friends and rela¬
tives." When a man is being inter¬
viewed his opinions are given out "In
the course of conversation."
"Interesting developments are expect¬

ed." generally: and "If the villain is
caught he will be lynched," forever!
"The recipient who was taken very

much by surprise, but responded in a
few well-chosen words," still holds
sway; and "The ladles of the women's
auxiliary corps" arc "ladles" unques¬
tionably.
"At the grandest ball of the season

the young men wore dress suits."
An entertainment of any kind must

be "the scene of pleasant festivities."
I have edited the copy on a suburban

wedding where the name of tho groom
was left out, showing how insignificant,
after all. is that poor functionary.
But the country correspondent Is a {

good fellow, withal.very much In earn¬
est nnd constantly sincere. Ho remains
one of the relics of the day when jour¬
nalism consisted In printing a paper
fundamentally for news.

II« Toltl Hint lll< Namr.
He was dressed like a farmer, and he

looked inquiringly at the clerk behinvl
the counter of our chief postofTlce, and
pointed. pantonVlmically, to a bundle of
letters the latter was sorting.
"What name?" asked the clerk.
"Louder," qrlcd the agriculturist.
Supposing his customer to be deaf, the

clerk repeated his query In a tone calcu¬
lated to wake the dead. Hut the man
only smiled, and 6aid: "Louder."
The clerk took a long "breath, and the

yell that followed even the phlegmutic
husbandman.
"No, offense, sir. I hope? Yes, limit's

my name.Louder, sir."
"Oil, ah I" paid t he clerk, "I never

thought of that. Yea, here's a letter.".
Tit-Bite.

PnlJfil to (iteullff Slrr.
Miss Mugg-I don't ace how It !s your

sister failed to find me a»: the station.
You eaid yon would describe me tu her.
Infatuated Lover (who sees a good

deal more in Ml.«s Mugg than other folks
can).Yes, I told her to look for & beau¬
tiful girl, with the hair <>f a Madonna,
and the form of a sylph. It's queer she
missed you..New York Weekly.

Book-keeper.This man has always
paid cash, and now wants to opon an

account. Shall 1 accommodate him?
Manager.Certainly not.
Book-keeper.And this man has had

an account and now pays cash.
Manager.Never trust him again..

Brooklyn Life.
Ilmlinittl nn I «f ICIn."
A hiifband is not next of kin to his

wife under the laws of Minnesota, ac¬

cording to the decision of the supreme
court of Minnesota In the case of Wat-

one piece; they fit close to the arm, but
are lightly gathered and are most bo-
coming. The skirt Is of the crepe, ¦with
the front breadth of a lighter color cov¬
ered with guipure lace of an elaborate
pattern. On either side of the front
breadth are spangled bands. At th«?
baclc the bolero Is cut down Into a point
and there is a graceful sash of velvet
ribbon fastened with a buckle. The
home dressmaker, In copying this mod¬
el, can have the aid of a tissue-paper
pattern which 13.Issued by Harper's Ba¬
zaar. where the gown appears. The
collar Is of velvet to match the sash. An
odd feature of the bolero, although not
particularly new, Is the way In which
It extends out over the top of the
sleeves In square epaulettes.

son. administrator, vs. St. Paul City
Hallway Company. It appears that the
plaintiff's Intestate was Injured while*
riding one of the defendant's cars,
and died as the result of the Injuries.
The husband brought action t(» recover
damages for the death of the wife under
a section of the Minnesota general
statutes.which provides '.hat the dam¬
ages recovered In such cases shall be
for the benefit of the widow and next in

!l:in, to be distributed to them In the
same proportion as the personal property")£ the dcceascd. The court lield that as
.it common law the husband was not the
next of kin of thd wife and was not niude
so by the statute when It was enacted
in the distribution of the wife's estate. It
evidently was the -Intention of the legis¬lature to exclude him from being a. bene¬
ficiary under the law in question, «nd
the widow must have been regarded bythe legislature as not next of kin, other¬
wise £'he would not have been expresslydesignated in connection with the words
"next of kin."

Ilrntly to Sj mpnrhlz^.
"There Is certainly a great deal of dis¬

couragement attached to working for
the government," remarked the fair-
minded man. "I think we would sym¬pathize more with employes if we could
only put ourselves In their places."
"Well," replied the politician, "Isn't

that what we are trying to rearrange
this civil service business for?"-~Wash-
Ington Star.

Wrnrv Ituujnl.
Literary Aspirant.What steps are

necessary when you want to get out a
book?
Borus (who has had some experience).Several thousand steps will be neces¬

sary If It takes an long to find a pub¬lisher as It generally takes me..Chi¬
cago Tribune.

Tlio Fnmur In tlif LtglitHotKn.
A farmer had secured an appointment

as llghtkeeper In a Maine coasJt light¬
house. The first wight he went on duty
he lighted up promptly at dusk, and at

THE FARMER'S ADVERTISEMENT.

losh! Thero's th' notice thot I put In th' paper, (rends): "If the man who
stole my rope and bucket will kindly cnl!, he can get the well also, as 1 have
t»r» Ciiftlw... Cr.,- It .. 1lli-.»n tlovaiwirl

11 o'clock carefully extinguished the
lamp. The next day, of course, there
was trouble, ami when ho was taken to

task, he replied that he supposed 11
o'clock was late enough -to keep the light
going. ;ia he thought t-r.at all'honest men
should be in bed at that hour..Hoaton
Herald.

HitrprWrri,
Sunday school teacher, reading to

class.'"And some fell ill by the way-
Hide."
Tommh». becoming suddenly Interest¬

ed."! didn't know they rode bikes In
those dayKj".Yunkero Statesman.

Xo llr*|itlr.
"Don't you love those long, peaceful

winter evenings?"
"Peaceful! My wife begins right af¬

ter the holidays to talk about what
rooms to have papered In the paring.".
Chicago Record.

'n h. u . Knu-y »iorr>'*°"

^jsasasi^tNot morsthan a <!°»en P"'.5
in the car. says the New York Sun.
Thoiis were a .harp-no«td man, who di¬
vided hll time
tf'ntedly out of the <vl"j6w |f* ""
the conductor why th« train did no *
futer; an elderly and b.-nevoknt-lo^-l,,g old lady who ««t across the »"'»
from the »harp.«o.ed ^n- l""c 0

four men who lounged bad In their
teats and do.en. and »

^1amuW.?nBmthnem!e|vo. by Wllnf

'Cfhfuatn pulled out of one ot the

mms
ISS^ll¦«Le!\l^r«t«o^d\ndllQult»emphatlc»l|ly
from the coat thin re"1

M,»"Cut-cut-cut-cut-cudawcut. .«hft..aooaneB"!'* exclalmcd the girl
had boon singing tho alto part. turnlns
wide brown eyes
got a hen there. Did >ouhftrIt.
"Cutta-cutta cudduckl mad©

sufficiently nudlble for even- One in the

""She*1 a good hen." said the tooy.

u11
"CuOducIt cudawcut!" In rather tart

tones from beneath the coat "eemed to
indicate that the good hen was t red of
being good and wanted to get out una
ny around the car awhile for a change.
"Shuttupl" said tho boy. poking the

bunch with no great Kentloncis, a per
torinance which brought forth a wratn

f"])jMChls'time nil tho peiple I., the car
were craning their necks toward the"At occupied by the boy. The old lad)
Du.t on her glasses to oec belter and
the shavp nose of the discontented man
fairly slowed with Indignant surprise.
He pointed a bony linger at the ptaco
whence the hen language seemed to

Pr"Look here!" he'sald. "Do you mean,
to say you've got a hen under jour

C°The youth turned a deprecatory
glance upon his questioner, but evinced
no signs ot meaning to say. anything.
It wasn't really necessary that ho

Bl"Cluck-cluck. cul-luck. cul-luclt, <?ut-
ta-cu-dawcutl" was a highly adequat-

r°The sharp-nosed man's proboscis
spread Its glow over his other features.

"It's on Infernal shnme. he cr'®°-
"Ain't It?" exclaimed the bencxolent

old lady, bestowing an approving glance
upon him. "I wouldn't wonder a mite If
the poor thing smothered.
"Darn the poor thing!" ejaculated the

man with such emphasis thai the old
lady's glasses fell o(T In consequence of
the shock 10 her system. 1 aln t klcit-
Inc on the beastly chicken a account.
¦What I object to la that young Idiot
making a entile train out ot this car
"Hens ain't cattle." suggested the old

lady, with evidently paclllc Intent; but
atran.ce to say this veracious and sooth¬
ing statement failed to mitigate the
complainant's wrath.
"Might Just as well he. he saia.
..Cudduck. cluck, cluck!" came in

protest to this statement.
"Say. vou!" cried the man again,

aiming his loaded forever at the
youth.' "What d'you mean by bringing
a hen Into this car?"
"What hen?" asked the hoy innocents

5
"Don't you try to fool with men; That

hen under your coat!"
Ho ivatrg'.ed his forefinger nt the

hunch, which promptly responded:
"Cut-cudaw-w-w-wcut!"
"Oh. that hen!" said the boy. placld-

ly. "I brought her along fo's I could
got a fresh-laid alg for my lunch."
The quartet across the aisle burst in¬

to lauchter. and the sharp-nosed man
swore softly, but comprehensively.
"Don't you let him frighten you.

said the brown-cfd girl, encouragingly,
to the boy.
ed at the hoy's statement that ner
Tho benevolent old lady was so sur¬

prised at the boy's statement that ner
glasses fell oft again, and as she groped
for them she said In rather awestrlcken
tones:

lt"Goodness mc! Does he oat .the egg

"Ycs'm," replied the boy, politely.
"Raw algs Is the only kind this hen
knows how to lay. I had n hen to home
we used to feed on sulphur matches.and
she laid hard-boiled aigs, but the other
day she drank some kerosene oil an
just naturally busted."

"I don't believe It." exclaimed the old
lady, quite violently, and the quartet
almost collapsed with glee.
A look of sadness overspread the

plain features of the youth, but before
ho could reply to this aspersion upon
his veracity the bundle under his coat
attracted his attention, as well ns that
of every one else, by observing In res¬
onant tones:
"Cutta-cutla-cutta-cut-cudaw - w-w-

wcut!"
, ,"Keen still." cried thA hnv nrtmlnto.

terlng a second poke to (lie covering
coat.
"The society th.it looks after cruelty

to nnlmnin ought to b*- told,'* announced
the old Iftdfr*. '.[ know Unit lion's suffer¬
ing."
"lien ain't an nnlmal," snapped tho

.sharp-nosd man, potting back at her
for her previous Information. "I know
I'm suffering, and uniesR."
"Well, the society might look after

you, then," retorted the old lady, with
".some asperltf,*.
"The aped person." observed one of

tho young men of the qt\artet, "in not
so easy an she looks. That' was distinct¬
ly tho retort rotten."

"I'll speak to the conductor," tho
sharp-nosed man wan declaring mean¬
while. "I didn't pay my money to rldo
in a hen coop. We'll see If this young
rascal can bring his cackling chickens
among decent people."
"Cluck-cluc-cul-luek-cuttn-eut - cut,"

rounded In rather derisive tones.
The brown-eyed girl leaned out over

the aisle and looked at tho boy*

, ... n.'v: » ..

Jr. Emde.You'd better cough now.

Jr.^EmJo.ljccauso after you have taken this medicine you won't tw iM.>.

"Won't you please let mo nee the
lien?" »he said. . ,,t'Td like to, miss, but I dassent," said
the lioy.
"Do »'0U think I'd frighten It? she

snld, reproachfully.
",Wm, ljut this Is an awful lntetll-

gent hen, tin'".'with a look of direct
'admiration."llke's not If she once seen
you she'd want tp leave me tight now
and never come back no more." .»

"Now will you be good?" aaid the
young man'who sat with the girl.
She smiled entrancing^* at the boy.
"I don't believe you've got any hen at

all," Bhe remarked, chnllenglngly.
In reply he prodded the bundle, which

promptly replied:
"Cutta-cut, cutta-cut!"
"There! Did"foil hear It?" crlcd the

sharp-nosed man to the conductor, who
had just entered'the car. "What kind
Of a road do you call this, where the
passengers have to roost with the chick-
fens?"
"Where Is It? Which one's got it?

aske'd the conductor.
"Cutta-cut! Cutt^-cut. cudaw-cut!

proclaimed clearly the location.
"Look here," said the oniclal, strid¬

ing up to th6 boy, who was nervously
fumbling nt his coat. "I've got a mind
lio stop%the train and fire 'you right
here." *

. , ,"What for?" Inquired the youth In in¬
jured tones. "You got my ticket."
"You throw' that chicken out of the

window or get out."
"What chicken, mister?"
"Under your coat there. Come, no

nonsense, now. I won't stand for It."
The boy drew his frayed coat closer

around the bundle.
"Tuck-a-tuck-a-tuck." came In

smothered tones from It.
"Mercy! The roar thing's near dead,"

cried the old lady. "What a shame!"
"Come, get out," ordered the conduc-

tor; taking the boy by the shoulder.
The train was Blowing down as It

drew near a station, and the proprie¬
tor " of the assortment of barnyard
noises got up.remarking:
"This is my station where I get off,

anvway."
"Cluck-cluck-cluc'.c. Tuck-a-tuck!"

evidenced the fact that it was the sta-
tlon where the bundle under the coat
wanted to get off, also.
"I should like to have seen what kind

pf a hen that was." said- the brown-
eyed girl, plaintively.
The youth paused, turned and look¬

ing directly Into the brown eyes, deliv¬
ered himself of this surprising remark:

"rij-cluck-clL'clc tell you. miss. Just
because 1 tuck-a-tuek-a-tuek a bundlo
under my coatcudawcut, an* It's cutta-
cutta-clueks like a hen: that don't cut-
cuaw-cut no ice. Looka here!"
he threw open his coat and behold,

there was nothing there but a pair o'
skates fastened together with a strap.
"Cluck-cluck-cluck, cutta-cutta-cut;

whur-ruck-a-doodle-doo-oo-oo-oo!" he
chanted triumphantly, as he marched
out of the car.
"He didn't have no hen at all1" cried

the old lady, her surprise getting the
better of her grammar.
The sharpnoacd man hastily went In¬

to another car. but not in time to es¬
cape hearing the brown-eyed girl an¬
nounce:
"We will now sing that beautiful and

highly appropriate hymn tune, "The
world is all a Heeling show for man's
Illusion given.'"

llrr Awful llliimler.
Youth's'Ccmpanlon: "Look here,Brid¬

get," said an indignant lauy, "I have
missed things ever since you came to
live with me, and to-day I took the lib¬
erty of searching four room, and 1
found my lace handkerchief in your
bureau drawer."
"Luk at thot, now."*
"Yes, and I found my lace jabot and

one of my veils in your trunk."
"Did anny one iver!"
"And you had a pair of my gloves'in

your room."
"Luk at thot ag'in, now!"
"I havo taken all my things to my

own room, and I want you to leave the
house to-day."
"Oh. but Oi'Il lave fnsht enough, for

it's not 01 thot wants to wurruk for an¬
ny leddy thot so far forgets herself as
to go pryin* 'round in a girrul's room!
Oi t'ot 01 was wurkin' for a leddy, but
Oi've found out me mistake, an' 01*11
lave this minute!"

The Itrvlvnllil'i (.'lilukcna,
Presque Isle Star-Herald: Christmas

we purchased a lot of chickens, dressed
by a well-known woman whose voice
we have often heard in revival and
camp meetings. We did not explore the
Interior of the fowls ut the time, but
later on our better half called our at¬
tention to the "foul" that we had paidfor thnt was taken from the interior of
our.purchase. Some line needlework had
been done on the skin of the chickens
to give them a plump appearance. That
woman made a dime or two out of the
transaction, but hereafter whenever we
hoar her voice lifted up to the Masterabove we cannot but think of thatchicken trade.

Knrfil III* I.lfr.
An Irishmen, meeting another, askedwhat had become of their old acquaint¬

ance, Patrick "Murr-thy.
"Arrab, now, dear honey," answeredthe other. "Poor Pat wao condemned tobe hanged, but he saved his life by dyingin priron..Tld-BIts.

Wclroiuc Word*.
"Yes, hlfl sermons are tlr-wmely Jong,but ho always says something to thepoint."
"Well, what did he say to the pointlast Sunday?"
" 'In conclusion.' ".Cleveland Plain-Dealer.

ItnmV Itcmcily.
Author.I am troubled with Insomnia.I lie awake at night hour after hourthinking about my literary work.Ills Friend.How very foolish of you!Why don't you get up and. read portionsof it?.Hoston Traveler.

I'rncttcnl,
"Do you belbve In dat motto, 'nevvuhput off'tell to-morrow what yo-h kin j(\Vea well do terday?" inquired PlckannlnyJim. i

"Sho'ly I docs," replied Ills mother,

who wa» removing the d'.thta from ftitable.
"Well, den, ez Ion* ex I hab ditto*!reckon* I miRht cr well rift!ahAlrt an' cat onuthuh supper,'"-Wuh.Ington Star,

Moitrrit .Mrlho.il,
Dlgg*.I Ju«t finished readln* m

count of how they burned hcrotlci at theetake In ancient tlmn. Such barbinowould not be tolerated In this enlighletH
ape.
Biggs.No, Indeed! The modtnibert.tic In let off with a roast In the itllumJournals..Chicago News.

IIr Fntiglir with Sticrnun,
Lady.So you fought with Shfrrnia«

his inarch to the sea? Here Is a daHar
for you, you noble patriot! Were j*
In a Mafachupetta refrtment?
Tramp.Well, hardly, lady. I wiahdo Louisiana Titters, an' dc wayfought vYl'd dem Yanks wus a cauiltt.*Judge.

Ail'ntm we Go,
Wo talk a great deal about the new'

elty of putting our shoulder to the ifet
ami then gu and alt dosnv-AtchiuGlob*

PRIZE JOURNALISM IN \RIZ0H4,

1.Editor.I'll point thlg bicycle jcha
on the wall and obtain four ta¬
rt red new subscribers

¦Gueps I'll take a

finishing It.

3.Crowd.Bicycles given away
Editor.But, gentlemen, it la

4.Crowd.Don't care
won't be buncoed.


